SEPTEMBER   2,    1897
in the room: scarcely any sleep for anybody: no appetite
though the meals are served as usual, and go away practically
untasted. Our Frank feels it fearfully: he was the last to
speak to him: the three were fearfully exhausted: one gentle-
man took Sep in the next house to his, Sep would have fallen
going up the steps, but the gentleman caught him; gave him
a big dose of brandy and came here and put him in bed:
another one brought Frank Boulton in, took him to his bed-
room, rubbed him well down,, and put his feet in hot water:
everybody was very good : the people in this house as well :
but alas ! he is gone, he is gone : poor Billy ! Poor Tertia!
Whatever sort of a house is there at Grange Cottage ?
I have not heard anything from you except Sissie's p.c.
Your very sorrowful mother.
We don't know how soon we can get from here, I suppose
we shall have to wait longer: they say if he doesn't turn up
by to-morrow, it may be a week.
I can't read the letter through, please excuse mistakes.
I threw the letter over to Kennerley to read, and walked
away to the lock. Presently Kennerley came up, and putting
the letter into my hand whispered, " Thank you."
" Shall you go home to-night ? " he asked.
" Oh no," I said.    " What's the use ? "
In a few minutes it occurred to me that of course I was going
by the Newhaven steamer that night.   Nothing else was possible.
*****
As the time approached for the appearance of the steamer,
little groups of people collected round the darkness of the lock,
in which small craft had already encamped. At some distance
on the other side of the channel, were a few electric lights where
some earthworks had begun to be thrown up. Save for these
and one or two other scattered lamps, all was mysterious gloom.
At last the hoot of the steamer came eerily down the canal, and
as the vessel rounded the last corner its electric headlight, like
a great eye dropping a tear in the still water, illuminated the
vista of the canal, and though it was yet a mile away, threw
a deep black shadow behind our figures.
Then suddenly I felt that this passage of a channel steamer
through Ouistreham lock was going to be an impressive trans-
action.
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